GAR TO CAVIARE

moodily into the valley. A trusted and privileged hench-
man sat down beside him.

" Tour Royal Highness/ he said. CI know that
heretofore neither thou, nor His Imperial and Divine
Majesty, nor any of thy family has paid homage to the
saints. But now that thou art at thy wits' end how to
defeat this monster, why not consult the Sage of Tabriz?
He can do thee no harm. None need know that thou hast
gone. Besides, did not the monster live for many months
in the well nigh unto his cave?5

"For some moments Husein communed within himself.
At last he stood up.

" 'You are right,' he said simply. *I go now. Gome
with me.'

"Together they strode down the hill, weary as they
were, and reached the cave. The moon was high, throwing
quaint shadows upon the rough-hewn steps. The Sage
was awake, and sat cross-legged before a small fire enclosed
within blackened stones, reading aloud to himself from a
holy book, with moon for lamp. The prince bent his
head to enter. For many hours they talked. Not until
daylight did he emerge. Instead of returning whence he
came, he circled the lake to the bazaar and sought a maker
of swords.

"Several hours he spent with him, closeted in the shop,
examining and testing, explaining and demonstrating. At
last, as the sun lost its strength, he came forth, followed by
a boy bearing a bulky parcel wrapped in a padded quilt
of faded scarlet.

"The Crown Prince returned to his father's palace,
and fell into a deep sleep. Next morning he awoke and
called his young men to him. After listening to his in-
structions, they all girded on their armour and ascended
the hill where the head of the monster lay. With noise
and laughter they began to tease it, skilfully pricking with
sword points, and leaping back out of range. Gradually
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